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Highness this jewel of a lute, called GhoshavatL   It used to be played
by the Bharatas in the Vatsa Raja's family.   [Shows the lute.]
King.  I accept it as an auspicious trophy of victory.    [Takes the lute.]
So this is the famous GhoshavatL

Melodious to the ear with a natural harmony when the strings
are pressed by finger-tips and set vibrating with a finger-nail,
this lute perforce will tame the hearts of elephants like the
magic art in the incantation of a sage. (12)

Ah ! what joy it brings to use as one wills the treasures won in battle.
My eldest son Gopalaka pursues the charms of polity, and
Palaka   the   younger   shines   in  manly exercise,  music he
detests.    (13)

So where would this lute be well-bestowed. 1    Did you say, my queen,
that Vasavadatta had taken to the lute ?
Queen.  Yes.

King.  Then give her this one.

Queen.  If you give her a lute she will be wilder than ever for it.
King.  Let her enjoy herself.    It will be hard enough in her father-in-
law's house.    Badarayana, where is the princess ?
Chamberlain.  She is with the minister.
King.  And the ruler of the Vatsas"?

Chamberlain.  He was so tractable and had so many wounds on his
feet and body, that he was carried into the Middle Palace on a litter.
King.  I am sorry he has so many wounds.    That is the fault of his
undaunted valour.    In these circumstances it would be too cruel to
neglect him.    Badarayana, go and tell Bharatarohaka to attend to his

wounds.

Chamberlain. As your Highness commands.

King.  Nay, stay a moment.

Chamberlain.  I wait.

King.  Every significant gesture should be met with constant attention.

His wishes should be inferred from his expression,    There should be no

talk about defeats or war. but a blessing uttered if he sneezes or any-
thing like that.    Compliments should be tactful.

Chamberlain.  As your Highness commands.
[Exit and re-enters.]

Greeting, your Highness.   The Vatsa king had Ms wounds dressed on

the way.    It is too soon, they say, for a second dressing.  The noon-day

sun is at its height.

King.  Where is the proud warrior 1

Chamberlain. Near the peacocks' perches.